The White Elephant
tin or Universal Emperors. In the old Burmese history, called the
Glass Palace Chronicle, there occurs this sentence: 'Not even the
Universal Monarch, King Mandhata, sovereign ruler of the Four
Great Islands and the two thousand lesser isles surrounding them,
and of the Two Limbos of the world of spirits, was free from rise
and fall, separations and the breach of death.' The BuddHst
writer does not deny the existence of Universal Monarchs, but
claims that even they, incomparably great though they were, had
to submit to the vicissitudes of fortune, determined by the balance
of their good and evil actions in past existences, and must pass
from death lo death until at last they reached the perfect enlight-
enment which was the Buddha-state.
That there was or had been or might be again such a being as a
Universal Monarch was the tradition of Hinduism and was
accepted by Buddhism subject to the limitations here cited. Any
kin^' might aspiro to become a Universal Monarch, It was the
dreaming hope of every king. India had now fallen to the
Mohammedan conqueror. But there were kings, great kings, in
Further India, Buddhist kings watched over by Brahmin priests
and astrologers. Now that the Mughal had come and strangled the
classical land, one of these kings might be fated to become Lord
of the World, a conception which since the coming of the Blessed
One had taken a greater significance, for the Universal Monarch,
would be I he instrument by which the peace and happiness of the
Excellent Law would be extended to the whole world. In such a
dispensation, iho Universal Monarch would appear as a Buddhist
fi>uro of the highest conceivable rank; maybe, it would turn out
that he was Mailroya, the Saviour long foretold. To become a
Universal Monarch was therefore a hallowed ambition, far tran-
scending more governance of the whole world. It was a dream,
Incomparably lovely, and though no monarchs since the times of
such personages as'King Mandhata had fully realized it, at any
time it might again become a reality,
How could a lung toll whether he might hope for such a
glorious destiny ? I low could mankind tell that he was so destined?
We are hero i n the realms of Hindu-Buddhist fantasy. The answer
was that a Universal Monardi-to-le would have possession of the
Seven Jems. And those Jems, what were they? All seven were
groat rarities, for sure. One of them was the Golden Wheel, This
Iheel, of course^
was on tho foot of every Buddha. But the Golden Wheel itself?
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